TheT ragedie of. Hamlet 

Ham. O thou fhouldd not a beleeued me! 

Go to a Nunnery goe, why fhouldft thou 
Be a breeder of finners? I am my, felfe indifferent hone ft 
But I could accufe my felfe offucH crimes ' 

It had beetle better my mother had rtc’re borne me 
OI am very prowde, ambitious.difdainefull, 

With more finnes at my becke, then I haue thoughts 
T o put them in, what fhould fuch fellowes as I & - 
Do, crawling between heauen and earth? 

To a Nunnery^ goe, we are arrant knaues all, 

Beleeuc none of vs, to a Nunnery goe; 

Ofet. O heauensfecurehim! 1 

Ham. Wher’s thy father? 

Of el. At home my lord. 

Ham. For Gods fake let the doores be fliut on him, 

He may play the foole no where but in his 
Owne houfeito a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Help him good God. 

Ham. Ifthoudod marry, lie giue thee 
T his plague to thy dowry: 

Be thou as c hade as yce, as pure as fnowe, 

Thou (bait not fcape calumny, to a Nunnery got, 

Ofel. Alas, what change is this? 

Ham. But if thou wilt needcs mart y, marry afoole, 

For wifemen know well enough, 

What monftersyoumakeof themjtoa Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Pray God redore him. 

Ham. Nay, I haue heard ofy&ur paintings t£>0, 

God hath giuen you one face, 

And you make your feints another, 

You fig, and you amble, and you nickname Gods creatures, 
Making your wantonnefle, you i ignorance, 

A pox, fis feuruy, He no more of it, 

1 1 hath made me madde : lie no more marriages, 

All that are married but one,fhall flue, 
f h e red dial 1 kcepe as they arc, to a N unnery goe, 


Prime ofDemmrke. 

To a Nunnery goe. exit. 

Ofe. Great God of heau en,what a quickc change is this? 
The Courtier, ScholIer,Souldier, all in him, 

All dafht and fplinterd thence, O wows me, 

To a feene what I haUe feene,fee what I fee. exit. 

King Loue? No, no, that’s not the caufc, Enter King and 
Some deeper thing it is that troubles him. Corambis. 

Cor. Wel,fomething it is: my Lord, content you a while, 
J will my felfe goe fecle him:let me worke. 

He try him euery way : fee where he comes. 

Send you thofe Gentlemen, let me alone 
T o finde the depth of this, away, be gone. exit King. 

Now my good Lord, do you know me? Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Y ea very well, y are a fifhmonger. 

Cor. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then Hr, I would you were fo honed a man. 

For to be honed, as this age, goes. 

Is one man to be picktout ortenne thoufand. 

(for. What doeyoureadc my Lord? 

Elam. Wordes,wordes. 

Cor. What’s the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betweenewho? o. 

Cor. I meanethe matteryou reade my Lord. 

Ham. Mary mod vile herefie: 

For here the Satyricall Satyre writes. 

That olde men haue hollow eyes,weakebackcs, 

Grey beardes,pittifull weake harames, gowty legges, 

All which fir, I mod potently beleeue not: 

For fir, your felfe fhalbe oldc as I am, 

If like a Crabbc, you could goe backeward. 

C«r. How pregnant his replies are, and full of wit: 

Yet at fird he tooke me for a fifh monger: 

All this comes by loue, the vemencieof loue, 

And when I was yong, I was Very idle, 

And fuffered much extafic in loue, very neere this: 

Will you walke out of the are my Lord? 
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